a strange scene. A course of practical Marxism was
in progress. The lecture-room in which students had
gathered to hear Ortega y Gasset lecture in his precise
syllabic style, was filled with uniformed troops* Burnt
cordite killed the musty smell of books; ammunition
in cases was piled against the wall, groups of Italians
were sniping through the windows at the Fascists in
the building opposite. Occasionally a stray bullet
would send up a shower of plaster and dust.
Books are the armour of intellect; here they pro-
vided a more physical protection. Shells and trench
mortars had torn a great breach in one part of the
walls. The gap had been filled; breast high was piled
the knowledge of centuries, massive tomes taken from
the library, Just as the Bibles given Johnny Jones's by
their mothers stopped the German bullets in the last
war, to-day a Dietionnmre PhUosophique provided as
effective a cover. Holding such a position gave me the
feeling of participating in a mad lottery with death
and mutilation as the prizes. Shells would tear through
the walls, bringing the awards to the unlucky player.
The odds varied; mainly, I calculated they were in my
favour. Death appeared to work CHI a definite law of
averages, chance decided one's position on the list.
My O.T.C. experience stood me in good stead. Why
every intelligent Communist rails against the terri-
torial regiments instead of taking advantage of their
generous training has always puzzled me, "Force is